INTRODUCTION
AS I rode carelessly in the earliest dawn out of the
city of Zamora I overtook a poor man who watered
his mule by the wayside; and by chance he greeted me
and asked me whither I was going. I named the city of
the great Saint that lies on the other side of the desert
of Salamanca towards the mountains; and since his way
was mine, and I was a stranger, he offered me service and
guidance for a certain distance* He was a man of some
fifty years, a peasant who worked in the fields; the
father of many sons, he told me, and one daughter who
was married and who lived in the city of the great Saint
whither I was bound. Now and then he crossed the
desert to see her, and since it was but yesterday he had
heard that a little son had faces born to her, it was
necessary, in spite of the summer heat, that he should go
to see her, * You understand, seflor/ he said, * that she
has no mother, and I love her/
The sun was just rising over that boundless plain full
of dust In spite of the monotony of the landscape, the
view was very beautiful under the level light of the sun;
and the sky was full of a fragile glory that gives always
a kind of enchantment to the dawn in the South* Not
far away Zamora stood on her hilltop, just a group of
golden, Romanesque buildings failing into decay, sur-
rounded by infinite light and dust Looking on her in
the dawn, it was as though one heard a cry in the desert*
Far, far away I descried the outlines of mountains, and
nearer, but still far away across that burning plain, a